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And now, please go. Your conversation bores me in-
expressibly, and your countenance, which is at once
vacuous and singularly plain, disagrees with me thoroughly.
Go ! or I shall

BE SICK ! "

So saying the great actress gave me a

VIGOROUS KICK

which landed me outside her room, considerably shaken,
and entirely under the spell of her matchless charm.

For "quite a while" during the first tour I stayed
in Washington with my friend Miss Olive Seward, and
all the servants of that delightful household were coloured.
This was my first introduction to the negroes, whose
presence more than anything else in the country, makes
America seem foreign to European eyes. They are more
sharply divided into high and low types than white
people, and are not in the least alike in their types. It
is safe to call any coloured man " George.*' They all
love it, perhaps because of George Washington, and
most of them are really named George. I never met
such perfect service as they can give. Some of them are
delightful. The beautiful, full voice of the "darkey"
is so attractive, so soothing, and they are so deft and
gentle. Some of the women are beautiful, and all the young
appeared to me to be well-formed. As for the babies !
I washed two or three little piccaninnies when I was in
the South, and the way they rolled their gorgeous eyes at
me was " too cute," which means in British-English
" fascinating."